Thirteen

/AZZLED by sudden glory, importuned by hungry
place seekers, besieged by humble folk who asked no more
than to kiss his hand, led by every admirer to believe that
he had at a bound achieved unlimited power and fortune,
Charles lived these last days abroad in a rose-coloured haze
shot through with golden beams. He savoured with the
relish of a gourmet long deprived of his favourite dish the
taste of royalty. But he did not by any means become
" seared with majestic." Even Presbyterians praised his af-
fability as he permitted them to crowd about him, his
usually harsh, sullen features losing all their heaviness in a
smile of peaceful happiness. In the sudden rush of un-
leashed royalist enthusiasm, the slightest regal grace was
magnified until all men were crying that they had a mon-
arch who was a paragon of perfection.

They did not stop to consider the inevitable effects of
fourteen years of exile upon the man whom they expected
to take up the royal manner where civil wars had inter-
rupted. England was willing to forget the past; so was
Charles, and it seemed to the unthinking celebrants that
there could, therefore, be nothing to prevent the return
of the good old days, which were of course remembered as
much better than they had ever been.
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